Many years later, as he faced the firing squad, Colonel Aureliano Buendía was to remember that distant afternoon when his father took him to discover ice.” (Solitude) These bizarre words, ignoring all normal conventions of time but leaving intact the natural narrative structure of a lucid, conventional tale, form the introduction of the average Anglophonic reader to Gabriel Garcia Marquez. The style of ‘magical realism’ which he pioneered with this and other novels has swept Latin America and penetrated American literature, presenting a light storytelling style he would describe as “the way my grandmother used to tell her stories”. (ClassicNotes) This style is particularly prevalent in One Hundred Years of Solitude, in which “Aureliano José had been destined to find with [Carmelita Montiel] the happiness that Amaranta had denied him, to have seven children, and to die in her arms of old age, but the bullet that entered his back and shattered his chest had been directed by a wrong interpretation of the cards” (Solitude); yet “It was as if God had decided to put to the test every capacity for surprise and was keeping the inhabitants of Macondo in a permanent alternation between excitement and disappointment, doubt and revelation, to such an extreme that no one knew for certain where the limits of reality lay.” (Solitude). In other words, within One Hundred Years of Solitude, the ordinary (the arrival of new technologies, bringing on fear and doubt as to new devices and ways of thinking) becomes extraordinary and the extraordinary (the idea of the world being as cold and fatal as a tarot deck, yet capable of change for any reason or none) ordinary. The result is a sort of friendly surrealism, one which is not as forced or unnatural as stream-of-consciousness often grows, nor as idealized and ironically unreal as many realist works become. One Hundred Years Of Solitude presents the world through the trusting, unsophisticated eyes of a child, reconciling truth with fiction by simply refusing to acknowledge the two as separate. In the words of the esteemed British cultural resource h2g2, “Though one might disregard these earliest as stage trickery or the misinterpretations of superstitious observers, holding on to the promise that the book always seems to give of a later explanation, it quickly becomes apparent that Macondo works not by the rules that the real world does, but rather by rules that seem almost to make more sense than those of reality. In this way, Macondo works the way we would like to think our world works.”  Nor is Solitude unique among Gabriel Garcia Marquez’s oeuvres; “It is typical of Gabriel García Márquez that it will be many pages before his narrative circles back to the ice, and many chapters before the hero of One Hundred Years of Solitude, Buendía, stands before the firing squad” (Wilber). Nearly all of his fictional works after One Hundred Years of Solitude would fill the same mold, mixing elements of reality with fantastical concepts: “When Lorenzo Daza walked into the entryway, the crows, awake under their sheets, emitted a funereal shriek. "They will peck out your eyes," the Doctor said aloud, thinking of her . . . They saw him appear in the door [upon his return home], his face haggard and his entire being dishonored by the whorish perfume of the crows.” (Cholera). The literary style of Marquez is strange but consistent, and can be traced back to his own history and that of the society from which he writes.


Colombia is a country which did not have a particularly easy time in its early history; it first won independence in 1810, then lost it in 1815 to the vicious campaign of a Spanish general. In a sign of things to come, this failure would be caused by such bickering as to earn the period “the colorful name of la Patria Boba, or "The Booby Fatherland."” (Macondo) 
